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AUTUMN VOICES.
Ry F. W. Bourdillon.
When | was in the wood to-day
The golden leaves were falling round me.

And 1 thought T heard soft volees may
Words that with sail enchantment bound me.

O Aving year! O fiving year! .
O diays of dimness, nights of sorrow!
O lessening Nght! O lengthening night!
© morn forlorn, and hopeless morrow!

N hodles visible had these
Whose volee 1 heard so sadly calling;

Thoy were the spirits of the trecs,
Lamenting for the bright leaves falling.

The light leaves rustled on the ground,
Wind-stirred: and when again I hearkened,

Hushed wore those voices. Wide around
Night fell, and all the ways wers darkened,

OUT OF STEP,

XL

SOME MONTHS LATER.
cepyright; 1803 By The Tribune Awsceiation,

Twn women met at the door of a dryvgoods
store on Summer-st, in Boston, They bowed
and smiled at each other and said, “Good morn-
ing”: then they passed on. But the elder of the
twn, who was leaving the bullding, patged
when she reached her carriage. She had open-
ed the door of that vehicle, bhut she shut it
agaln. She hesitated still further. Then she
glanced up at the coachman and gald:

“Youn may wait a few moments longer.”

&he returned to the shop and walked slowly
down the alsle, looking about her. Ehe was
smiling very sHghtly to herself, as If what ahe
was about to do was but the following out of a
whim.

Presently she saw the figure she was in search
of, and she hastened toward it

“I huve come back that T might ask a favor
of you, Mrs. Moore,"” she said.

“Oh,” was the reply, with a quick smile, I
shall so like to grant you a favor”

“But walt until you have heard what it s
Come and sit here a minute with me™

The lnst epeaker turned toward a cotich near

the cntrance to the elevator, and the two
women sat down upon it
“You know Tve only met you twlee she

continued, “but somehow I ean't seem 1o for=
get you. Perhaps you've noticed that it is not
alwarye the people youwve met i Ereat many
times that yvou think of most?”’

As this remark was made with a questioning
inflection, the! other answered with some em-
phasis that she had sometimes thought that the
oftener yon met people the less you thought
about them.

The other woman laughed as she said, "1
didn’t mean anything quite o bad as that;
stin—"

She bent forward slightly and put her gloved
pand in the lightest manner upon the gloved
hand of her companion.

“Has any one told you that 1 paint a lttle,

M 8 Moore "

;.l"mf"ﬂ reply was gomewhat eager.

"‘I‘knﬂw that when T firet heard your name"”
she sud quickly. “And 1 have seen some of
your pletures. They go right to my heart. Oh,
Mrs. Bradford, you love the country as 1 dol—
the eountry with the hot sunshine on it. 1 wish
you would go to Florida and paint just a stroteh
of I:'leach and the water as they look at noon
when there is not a cloud in the sky. You
would know how to paint a scene like that.
There would not only be color, thers would be
heat and light, there would be the South in it.”

Having spoken thus with more enthusiism
than is customary in what is called “soclety,”
Balome paused and added more moderately that
her husband always insisted that it was a great
mistake to call her a Yankee girl

“] think he secretly belleves that I am really
a creature born in the tropics, and that for some
renson 1 have chosen to make belleve that T am
4 New-England woman. But, Mrs. Bradford,
1 4o wish you would go to Florida and paint
such a picture; and I would buy it; and then
1 should always have a bit of the South with
me."

Here Salome felt that she ought to be cone
fused because she had spoken so freely to Mrs,
Bradford, whom she admired greatly and whom
ghe knew so very slightly.

But there was something in her companion's
smile and In her eyes that prevented any em-
barrassment, that even seemed Lo encourage
Balome.

“It's another kind of a plcture that 1 want
to paint now,” responded Mrs. Bradferd, “and
1 am almost afraid I'm taking a liberty in ask-
ing for the opportunity.”

#Oh, no,” said Salome, not in the least sus-
pecting, and very curlous.

“Well, then, I want to paint your portrait,
1 wanted to paint it the very instant I
looked at you. Only I can't do it as I ought.
I'm sure 1 can’'t. Mrs. Moore, do let me try.”

It was Mrs. Bradford who now spoke with
more earnestness than was usual in what is
called “society.” But she was subject to lapses
Into too much earnestness whenever sghe touched
upon the subject of her art.

Salome gazed at her companion in astonish-
ment.

“To paint my portrait?’ she asked, with a
dwelllng on the possessive pronoun.

“Yes, even yours. Is that eo surprising? 1
should be willing to assert that Mr, Moore
would not think It surprising. And when it is
done you may make him a present of It—that
is, it I succeed, partially. It would be out of
the question to expect to succeed wholly with a
face llke yours. I wish you would go home
with me now. My carriage is here, Please
come; and don't say I'm presuming. 1 am in
the mood to begin a sketch of you. And a
woman must take advantage of moods, yYou
know. 1 know just how [ shall take
you, It shall be the front face with your
eves looking directly into mine. Please come."

Mre. Bradford had risen. She held out her
hand and Salome ross also. She was feeling
yery glad to be with this woman. She had not
supposed that she should ever know Mrs, Brad-
ford. She was not at all in Mrs, Bradford's
“got,” and had only happened to meet her at
the house of a friend.

She could not be aware that Mrs. Bradford
cared not the least in the world about “sets.”

The two went to the carriage and were driven
away. They hardly spoke during the drive,
yet Salome was not consclous of any embarrass.
ment from the silence, even though in that
sllence she was looked at a good deal. At last
her companion withdrew her eyes as she sald;

“You must pardon me. I know I am staring
in a dreadful way, but 1I'm getting points for
my plcture. You may pretend that I am going
to make you famous. Imagine an art reception
and puop,,e crowding up to a certain canvas
and asking each other, “Who Is she” and an-
swering, ‘Why, don’'t you know? That's Mrs
Randolph Moore.”

Salome laughed in that way that shows that
a laugh Is very ready to come.

“No; that is not what they will ask" she
responded.  “They will Inquire who s the

w.ii

“And If they do they will decide that the

artist was not worthy of her subject. But I'm
to try. I've only painted a few faces;

yes, I'm going to try."”
was almost afrald that she would

\ow too childish an Interest.
~ «and will you have it labelled ‘Portralt of a

Lady? " she asked.

Mrs. Bradford turned to Salome with that
direct and yet gentle way she had. And she

_putys question in return:

o you want to know one reason why I am
’ to paint you?"

$- es, please tell me."

 ghe other did mot smile. A look of deep

x M was In her eyes, us she made an-

swer:

o1t | because you are happy. I have always

m#mmuahﬂ:'m"
TR Y

Salome's hands beneath her mantle clasped
themselves together. She did not flush now
any more than she had ever done; but the
clearness of her face was lllumined by that
curious white Hght which comes to some faces,
and which means so much more than cclor.

YAre happy women g0 very rare?" she asked.

“Yea." wasg the brlef reply.

O exclaimed Salome, "I can't hs-lin-\'e'[
that™
sCan’'t you? That shows that my fmpres-

sion of yvou 18 correct. But don’t you think we
are talking very unconventionally ikt

“Very, Dut that's the way 1 like to talk”

Salome was somewhat confused with the de-
light of being #o suddenly and informally with
this woman whom she had admired afar off
on those two hrief occasions when she had heen
with her. And she wondered that she felt so
much at home,

“And s the way T like to talk, oo gild
Mrs, Bradford. “That's the reagon I'm not & |
soclety woman.'

Wt vou Aare—you are, You
society woman,” exclalmed Salome.

“Your prafse is very sweet,”" said Mrs. Brad-
ford, Jetting her delighted eyes rest upon her
companion, “but you are Wrong, nevertheless
There are a hundred people here in Doston who
would tell you so. 1 have never learned what
to say: hut T sometimes know what not 1o sy

My husband thinks—" here Salome pauged
shyly, She had just recalled that an acqualn-
tunee had warned her that very morning that
she really must stop informing peaple a8 1o
whit her husband sald or thought; thiat she
must remember that the world al large was

are my Ideal

not at all juterested to know what were Ran-
dolph Moore's opinions about anyvthing. Itan-
dolph Moore's wife had acknowledged that this

must be trae: but dn the bottom of her heaprt
she could not help pitying those poor people whao
had no chance of knowing what Moore's con-
clusions were upon different topics.

“Whiat 35 it that your husband thinks?" In-
quired Mrs. Brudford with such an appearance
of interest that Salome forgot how she had been
warned, and replied enthusinsticall

o e belleves that it ig of great d
portance 1o know what not to say

“In that case 1 need not he discouraged,”
wis the response.

“Oh, Mrs. Dradford, don't laugh at me! 1
know it is sllly to quete Mr, Moore so much.”

“No: itUs delightful”

ot'e delightful to me” was the charmingly
candid response, and Salome havdly knew why
her comipanion langhed with such amusement.

After that there wan another silence which
wits not broken until the carriage stapped he-
fore n house in that old part of the ity where
there b2 semething besides Usiple”; where, In
short, there Is that true flavor of Boston which
Is at onve so penetrating amd so charming.

To Salome, who was staying at a new and |
what might almost be called a shining hotel
in new Boston, this loenlity had o lock of some-
thing very nearly ke shabbiness Still she
econld not tell why she liked it g0 well. She sup-
posed, however, that it was becaues it was
where Mrs, Bradford lvel. Mrs. Bradford was
cortainly one of the real kind—the real Boston
kind.

Salomie had not vet discoverad that this lady
had only belonged to the real kind some half
a dozen years; and that she was In truth
even now no more than a country girl Hke Sa-
lome—nn  more, perhaps, a great  deal
different,

When the door was opened to them the elder
woman, remarking that they would go direetly
to the studio, led the way to the rear of the
house to what g technleally called an “ex-
tension.” Here was a small room with a north-
ern aspect,

Having closed the door, Mre, Bradford threw
off her wrap and bonnet and began removing
her gloves with some appearance of eagerness,
She walked about as she did so.

“I'm o glad T met you," she suid again, "1
was thinking of trying to find out your adidress,
It is poseible that 1 #hould hiave been =0 hold
as to call on you, That would have been
proper, of course, but—"

“I am not In your set,” sald Salome as her
hostesa paused. "I don’t know a single human
being in this part of Boston, | shoulil not have
thought that 1 could ever enter a house ke
this, where—where—"

Here she also paused before the vastness of
her subject, Her eyes shone. She was openly
gazing ahout her ut the pletures set neninst the
walls: at the canvas on the ensel; at the casts
and busts and draperies. It was not an elegant
studin Hke the scene of the pastime of a4 woman
to whom 1o be here was merely a pastime. It
was & real workshop, as Salome felt. She had
not expected this, She had supposed she would
be brought to a place that was fitted up beau-
tifully, and where the artist amused herself,
It 8 true thit there was nothing here that
swore at anything else, that there was a kind
of unconsclous harmony, but it was plaloly
merely & workshop, sand not the lounging plies
of w woman who was but Indulging a fad,

“Where," sald Mrs. Dradford, taking up her
guest's remark, “the very cobwebs are cob-
webs of old Boston families, and uara like the
game thing on wine bottles brought up from
the properest wine cellar”

She had thrown off her gloves on her wrap,
and was taking the half finlshed picture from
the easel that she might put a plain canvas
there,

“Yes" sald Salome, T think that must be
exactly what 1 was golng to say, only my rever-
ence, you know, prevented me”

“Naturally. Now please take off your hat,
Run your fingers through your hair on your
forehead; or permit me to do i, There. Ah,
truly I'm in luck! 1 suppoge in the days when
gods and goddesses came down occaslonally
from Olympus, there were to be seen faces on
this earth like yours, But not gince then. No,
not ginee then, surely."

The speaker stepped back a few paced gazing
with earnestness at the face before her, She
returned to her easel. The fresh canvas was
in place. Ehe took a clean palette on her thumb
and a brush In her hand, and stepped back
again, looking at her sitter at a different angle,
There was a flush on Mrs. Bradford’s cheeks
and a steady glow In her eyes, Balome, contem-
plating her, could not understand it in the least,
Of course n woman like that could do gnod
work., DBut as for her, Randolph Moore's wife—
well, she could not imagine anything unconnect-
el with Randolph Moore that could exclte =0
deep an Interest in her heart, She told herself
however, that people were different. But to her
happy consclousness those words did not mean
anything.

1t was a delightful thing to sit In this room
and have a woman like Mrs, Keats Bradford
want to palnt you, and she would keep the
whole thing a secret from Randolph, and when
the picture was done she would make him o
gift of it. She could see hls face now as he first
lovked at the portrait; she would tell blm why
It was that this artist had wished to paint it;
{t was because she was so happy: and then
perhaps he would Inslst upon her telling him
why she was happy.

These thoughts, which seemed even more feel-
ings than thoughts, came in an agrecable con-
fuston, hurrying after each other as Salome
remained quieily where Mra. Bradford had
placed her. Then she thought that perhaps she
would, after all, tell Randolph and ask her
hostess If slie might bring him there some day.
Of course Mrs, Bradford, or any one, would like
to meet Mr. Moore. That {8, they would cer-
tainly like to meet him again after having seen
him once,

Mra, Hradford continued for a few minutes to
walk around in front of her gitter and to look
at her from different points. At last she sald:

=l wius right st first, One must be able to |

1l mors im-

only,

gaze stralght in the eyes of thiy portralt. There i
is no other way. Ob, I shall not peed to name

| have you done so much in thig howu

ft—not It T can put in this look. Do parden me,
Mrs. Moore, I'm not really daft, though I seem
s, Now let me take a palette with some colors
on It, It's not g0 much the color now as the
drawing. Do you mind looking directly at me?
Yes, like that. It Is not necessary for me to
agk you to put on a pleasant expression, Lt us
talk. Have you heen in town long? Has any
one asked you how you like

“Pvee been In town about three months, Yes,
every one has asked me how 1 like Boston,”

sAnd what do you tell them?”

Mrs. Dradford was maKing rapld strokes, and
then drawing back 1o look at them and at the
woman in the chair in front of het

o1 tell them that If Boston wore only in the
Sonth somewhere, Hoston would be Paradise.”

syes responded Mrg, Bradford absently, She
wae making same touches and was ahsorbed In
comeidering their effect, In a she ape-
prared to come back to the reallzation of sote-
thing or somebody being present with her.

“You seem to Jove the South, Mps, Moors"

toston

moment

ahe sild,

“(h, ven, 1 love 17

“Parhaps It was there that you fiest met Mr,
Maonra?"

The speaker looked at her eompanion and
smilled encoutugingly,  This smile sonrhow went
straight to Balome's heart,

“Yes:; T did meet him thepe,” she answered.

1 undoeratihnd,”” wag the response.

sPardon me, Mres Beadfopd, bat T don’t think
vou do understand, I 1 had never seen Mr.
Moore 1 should love the South just as well. Pl
yvou make e talk about myseit. 1 don't think
one ought 10 talk about opeselt, do you "

“Thot depends"
Another slience, which was broken by fn ex-

chivmation from the artist:
“If 1 can only ot i eyoes!"
“They're hagel,” explanitorily res

sponided Sa-

Tomie.

“c3h, T don't mean the color—1 mean the ex-
pressjon.”

Stlenve agiin, Snlome: found that she was
gazihng directly it her compatiion whether they

She wik Lecoaming more

Shee silled Lo herself as

Lithled together or ot
and more Interested,
whe thought of bringhgg  her
thig ploture. And Mrs. Houdford
directly she suw him that it was perforliy ma-
sonable for her, Salome, th he g0 hippy.

In @ few moments the artist sat down in a
chair in front of the easdl, She still kept her
palette on her thamb, and ovensionally  she
totched hor brush to some of the plaments with
She seopped not 1o ey

hustvied  fo ses

waonld know

an absorbed alr, ally

present; and yet she stll appeared keenly in-
terogied In the work she had hegun
Qhe potieed thit Btowas when Mrs, Moore

quiet and her face in repose thiat 1t 'wite o
wistied ton deploet
o h
strikives the |
thut wy

strongly the exprogsion she
It was then that the eyes had that
s strangely
v, Is it

tense happiness that
beholder with a Kimd of ters
Instantly Bay to ourselves that no hinrmin bee-
tnie has & right to be g0 happy as that? Thit
ta be thus happy 18 but to make onesell g
murk for the gods to alm at? i

It ks teue, however, that fow of 1s poo
tals are capitble of this Rind of taptive wh

ol L
Lt
Hve s an costacy; when ta ke
there are eyes whose glanoe gives
ask 18 to know everything that we long b know
This is the Kind of happiness that o the ol

us whit we

sorver sngzests the deepest prtthios
It he does not anderstind It he

stands 11
It abmiormal and passes on to that lower

of enjoyvment which he does torstand, and
which s therefors strictly novisal and to |
tidlerintesd

But Mrs Bradford undepstood It And per
haps that I why she should feel the 1oats

nenr her eves when she et her compaidon’s

glance
All ot onee she ladd down her tool
“1 pan’t paint any more to-tiy,' she sald, with !

“Fur I have
IRATTOW At tey

gomething HKke aliruptness,
yon will come §

heglnning. 1F

In the mornlng O ds Bt too moach to nsk? o
I seem presumptuons™™ She held aut hes had
Salome put her own bl In thiat « xtendad 1o ‘
her,
“May 1 Yook at Y with a recurretes of
shvness, She had been thinking that she had
bern unwarrantably  femibare with this lady,

who lived in what she now enlled 1o Nierself
the most cobwebiby part of Boston

“You, ¥

Salome walked with
of the ensel,

0K she sald softly,
Ing gaze at her companion

“Po 1 look Hke that?' she exclalmed,
that Js impossible, That Is—why-—Mre
ford, that ig going to be beautiful!
1 have alwavs been pladn
slling fneredulity,

Anil how

It geems

o1 may Eee (L
gome hesitatlon In front

She turned a wonder-

i LT
Pracd-
And 1 am
very plain g
“Have you?" with
“Truly 1 have nlways thonght so

like s milracle™

wothat for us i :'

at too much
Jaok @t her.
iled frst,

times men and women whe were 0
absarhed In themselyes tarned to
And these men and women alwiys sil
and then =i

A large, elde

- eurls each
{ appropri-

iide ol her fi fies
nteness, amd  pre ded nt the Gistance o tWo
vierds by n mmall, long-hadred torrier, SAW -

near the State

lome cominge nlong the path
House, She looked full at the
miet; she paused as ong panges who is not quite
docidedt whether to pauge or not. But when
she spole thers was no hesitanoy in hier spech,
“You'll torgive me, P'm sure'’ she sild, “he-
catse ol people have whims 1 want to shake
handg with you, ['ve just been tulking with a
man who asserted that there was no real hap-

other a8 they

w8 in this world, My dear, youll shake
ds with me, won't you?"

Salome smiled ns shie held out her hiand, She
wiis 1t Httle shy, too, and she wis not sure that
g quite Hked §t that her very appearanes ad-
vertlsed to steangers that she was not well,

that she wis not wreetched,
YPlinnk vou,” said the ol Jady. “T only wish

tulking

that the man with whom 1 have been
wis with e, Hut it does not matier: he may
continue Hving i s benighted gondition. Good.
by met yorr boeadl it good Iaek.”
Farh it wiy, The o WOIman go-
Ing lelsurely on In the pr direetion from
winl dome hid Just come,  And @ rang it
the m hieed just

o door throngh which Salome
(EHER The servint who let her In evidently
knew her w fnsmnediately inforned e
« wtoodlo,”” where-

thut Lis iniztiess i “in tl

upon the vistior walked directly to thit prlines
and Knocked st the door, which wias opened by
M Bradford. whie was oavelopsd oo bong

white pinafors, and who hid her patlette In h

atd the hamlles of Lwa amall brush
n her Hgp Those Inst she immediately
LB TV | Hie W her visiior

ST vonn huad been ans one else T wouldn't hive
lot vom i, she sadd cordially
“Then this is one of the times
vl wis the respaonse Bt 1 odon't
ety as often as b owant too You Know
o 1o valk every diy: i deendful to grosw
cotr grrowe, o, Lt me take Wit of ithis
Arapery for my tercler b e o My tervier s
1 tas, There, now we are both setrled. €6
work., 1T Hle tooosee yon

when 1'm glngd

iz with sour
padnt, Buat [ always hayve
point you when S st prainting

I et o giel

vy Phe o v Just now, 1 wish © had caught
her agid Bronglhit her oo yon, You could hive
it hep prndt andd ealled G0 CHappiness’
W hat @ lovely thine |t i that onee tna while a
woriey mway be haphy! Are you et Work on
anyiling very lmporinnt ¥
ST ST T I alwi work on lmportant
things""
1 Kuow. A every body mass that sour 'S4
stremely  brgerdnnt, Bt
" it ool for that st
ot tooetre, 1 ke the white

tome with each

The 1Two s

wwnd =00 el Wt

odhier thiat the s R
AL last the el 1o be shord
Breathed Trom hes pose adi] came raund
in front of the Sinvas

AR uhe exelidrimd M Drwdfonnd Tovikodd
At her in sorprised ex et

“Well, Mirs, Beagrs, what o 12"

“Whs, W my happy girl! S0 vou'yve found
her, tond Tin glnd of ) Yould b puelnt B, il
iy o oy, i then when the thimg is exhihe
Pk el will waldke e 1o 11 a2 wonder whs
wott olase el i osubjoct, and they will sy
iy HI v fol's . paemdise, Bt wr-.f-
Wi 0 like this?

v the sketeh, Hor
Fiae ity she walked
(Y pochde and st dowan o with-
it

it Iy e elony sunshine  that hed
i
ter 11
Wi
1t ale 1
forlt 't
1,

e liestepesd al | trldor o the seonnd
thie key b her hand she stopped
b liat 0 But this door wag fioe
' inte e withile A tall low,
W i vellow heard, and n gencral

Witk fot e X of
ey wik Salome’s arm and drew her
e e o af the two apartinents that were
spdenidhd with the apholatdry and the white and
Bold wwgeaus hotel,

i e you stepst sald Movre, eid-

w1 pgnlon forw o leele, npprarcntly
that He might ook mt h leg

. thm’t el e £ ehe anid, Yvou
' 11 hene iy =tep over such carpets as this
e niftcenl house has on its flooss””

SWell, T Knew It was thme tos heal your step,”

i N Lthe o (Y rolosaw Yok cross

et G these einttes wggo, nbd T enleu-
Lt You walk uwp the stides; vol sappesar
here, L oopen the dour, for | have bevn winktlng;
! virtd hi n hour. 1 have po lunehs T g

0 ) 1 pesi] 1 Mitge with w frivnd so
that b owdght gt haok to you the sooner, anid 'l
il V. & st

Whiie } thed nking
T fT hvr tind  polled
f 41 'h kh e was
tallke (L1 U K f Al i
soang her, n falnt ¢ 0] Lot
pirit#. =h uld o g vhat it
Wias ipe I was saanethine,

shet bl liven ea ter tell 4 st of the
Inclilent of the morning, But now she psked
fremiond

Feaondolph, Bas an g, the least jitie thing

In the world, huppen:
To b coptinued )

INONYNOUS GIFTS AND BEGGING LETTERS

Fromn The Gen

Hewamian

vl with letters
ithe o e

o thought 1 coutd cateh the Hkeness the nu -:I‘.\:;m‘_
ment T maw yvou on Summer-at, this l"l:-ll'nl[};.".l ‘ | them
and. 1 have been ot work”—she took her | w eb l|“..| ‘_l I'L |"_'[“'|H|"I
witteh from her belt—"1 huave been at work al- Hrectesd oo certals
: - ! - > : of enthitielasia der for o wholly antl-mach=sar
most two hours. You have Insplved me, Mrs. | the sum of five s for the aetit of & ool e
Muoore., Do oyou like it homs, a timely ol Of Wdvice ke o whether o
wotnnn mny Futomsl whe adopts the =tage n her

She stood with her guest and contemplisted
the canvas, her own face glowing with thit ex-
hilaration which comes from working when the
conditions are right.

“You know I haven't a good feature in my
face,” murmured Salome, looking at the pleture

sHaven't vou™ Mre. Dradford sald, ns hefors
she had sald, "Have vou?”

“No; that is, my mirror tells me #o"

Wepry well; we wont quarrel with your milrror
—not to-day; though 1 might speak of your eyes
and mouth, Sull, if a foee Is not actuslly de-
formed, features count for very Httle"

“You, an artist, gay thut ™

“yea, certuinly, and T love form ax well ps
any one. Come, let ug have some linch.”

Mrs, Bradford led the way back Into the
house, They sat down In the dinlng-room e
fore & lunch which Salome afterward descritvad
to her hushand as precigely the Junch that was
appropriate to be served In Mra. Deadford's
house, This was rather an Indefinite  deserip-
tion, hut it seemed to be all that Salome was
able to glve. The two were alone, Onee whin
Sulome, hearing footstepa In the hall, glanced
expectantly at the door, her hostess suld;

“Mr. Bradford 18 out of town, vr vou wonlil
meet him. To-night 1 ghall present him to my
sketeh of vou, I shall have an unprejudicod
eriticlsm, In one sense. For he has never secn
you, T am looking forward to his thinking it
15 an fdeal head"

“1 have been wighing T might meet him." sald
Balome. “And yet 'm afradd, Docs he kopow —*

Here she paused so long that her compagion
sald In n quiet tone that was yel [ull of sig-
niflcance:

“Yes, he knows" J

Salome involuntarlly sank back a little more
in her chair with o feeling of relief and content,
belleving now that It might be possible that My,
Bradford was worthy of Mre Hradford.,  She
thought that she recalled hearing Moore suy
that he had met Bradford, and that Moore had
gpoken well of him, She was not quite sure of
this, however. But a man whom this woman
loved—while he coulil not be as worthy of love
in every way a8 Handolph Moore, he might st
be an extremely good sort of man.

When Salome at last walked down the steps
of the Bradford house she had promidged to come
again the next morning, and she had obtiafned
permisslon to bring her husband “jJust for a
moment.”

She went rapldly across the common, hep
head slightly thrown hack, her eyes introverted,
not really secing anything save In o way thui
served to keep her from coming In contact with
people or things,  And yet her genses were ready
to b alert &t the slightest summons.

She moved with a sort of pliant grace that

scemed to have something exultant in it, Bome-

fortieth vear. ote, Nt hias beon so postered by
the bewsing letterswriter that shée no lopger opens
the envelopes dirceted o her unless the hamndwrit-
Ing be a foiendly, famitiar one; the work is rele-
gated to her mald

Anonymons gifts are less freguent, of coupse
than letters, byt they arevive in dde course, ,“"'.
Prinvess of Wal e b votiny white dog =ent
to her by the Pareels poit (0 o wickor hox,  Fond

an the Princess I= of all her peta, “Fossy,” for oo
1 temadins her prime favorite, and very
nider who the thoughefal donos

. Oine of sant's finest
wil turgquolses came from o
Puiring the

i ey
o nhihtly with o Batton-
Swift" with more than

nil both he anid L
e i 1
vity things sent pnony mously

o, Nor was the fumous Ttglly Froy
forgolien, rboxes of menrosons amnd other dain
Ll were I wintly sent to him by Ludles whio agp-
preciated the pathetle glance of his rolling eyve
il the stolld was of Wis tail :

Capentl, the French tenor, was thi ro st of vol-
wmen of letters fromm bl Il bisth here gl
In Paris, n the Enslish besides Mr, Irving
Me AMexinler, Mr, B, dod Me, Bancroft, have
been overwhebmed with s goawlly niamber, Ifhl-l 1

am tolild by dne who Knows, thint no aetor Hvinge syvir

received such b numbes of podmird splsetles
the fulrer sox = late ! r i
wetresses Mres noroft b,

tor the Kindliest attentionn, Mrs n Wood, tin,

John
o the first or last nicht of her play bl alwiys
her dressing-room converted into a0 perfect hower
of towers, amld Tt gifts of Jeweley Hterally pourel
In upon her. There was one bangle with the ig.
woription CDess your et Whether it was Mrs
Wooda's heart o urt that was blossed, remaing
rididle to this doy, LA
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OLEARS OUT

Cockroaches,

ANTS, BERTLES WATERRUGS
INSECTS, FLIES, RA'TS, MICE,

Ton CMEROACTIRS,  AXTA, REPTLES,

BED BU
&c. MLI:I!.

RUGH, the most effective and parmnnen il i
d 1A LT
=P twinrtheee nlrhis to -pﬁm':l» Hur-uur::r rtl:-rl:
dry powidernnsmised, or, in, 5 bout and dows the s
nndd dredty pipe : senttior fow'ell but thinly kIl over the
rink. First thing in the morntog wash it all away
down the drall plpe, regenl Vo or theen 0
whien all the ftusechs from areet W eellagy
war  Wherever tha hnks or ll'nhr'.jul
:.-dnlyilihv 'Ir“l;" .:n.‘r.. the sinks fy
the alelt. Wy ean't ptaod Ko
thelr water, Atother way, spovially ur-j-:'l .*.E:"",..'Ij
Lo f e, o, b8 o mix o gabiessoontal of oy oN
taTs with a half pound of wear, Sprickle 1@ on
prar of ciplmand shelvos or on plates, or un sheets of
g i;.al-:al' :ufr;r-ui of reach of .—m‘{awn, -
I'ﬂl : led Buogs and Fliss on the

it ofIAIR
e R
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a toglng desive Lo

FOSS'S FUN AND FANCY.

DEACON'S  BEAR-YARN AND ALL
APOUT THE BAD MAN AND THIE
WORSE PHRENOLOGIST,
e
{Copyright; 1860: By Sam Walter Foss)
THE DEACON'S BEAR-YARN,

When the Deacon told hi= bear-yarn we
gather round to hear him,

In open-motithed expectaney o drin

For all list'ners who drew near
chooss but to revere him,

For an aureole of honor rested on th
heal

“Twas o tale of gore and slaughter, where the red
Blow] flowed like water,

Such as ear had never heard of, or t
not eoncelve,

But our fulth dil never weaken In th
of the Deacon—

When the Deacon told his bear
ten and belleve,

THE

would

¥ in all he sald:
him could not

e Deacon's

he heart could
at bear-yarn

yarn we would Hs-

We hud listened to the horse-lar and the fizh-liar

andd the snake-lar,
Bt they told no tile of wonder with the Deacon’s
1o compures
Thotteh their tales were dark and dire,
of not u lnr
Avproachsd the truthful st
the bear,
“Pavas i tile of awlul b
CETOT.
whoreas It was Imposs

not a tale
ary of the Deacon and
rror, but without a shade of

Al bl the Deacon could

deeeive,
We Knew the Deacon’s bhour-

fudr uned sijpare yarn
Whien the Dweaeon toll his hear-yurn we would lis-

ten and believe.

yarn was an honest,

When the Deacon told his hear-yarn wi enuld hear
ther boptes a-brenking

And the Joud roverberations of the be
b growl,

We conld feel the mountains shakin
planct togking,

And the wie a-palpitatin
howl,
o s neuinary, savage t

ar's resound-

= anid the very

& with the thunder of his

lereeness of the awful

arir ravening monster heart of man can-

LT i

Bt whvrees we knew the Peacon from the truth
coilbd never wellken;

When the Dencon toll his bear-yarn we would Hs-

ton and bellove,

Wheti the flerve bepr wound his re A4 fawa round the
white neck of the Dhsieon,
Phencon gurgle with a death-

And we hoard the
gy of despadr,
How oir trembling  Knees would weaken ns we

sized upon the deacon,
Andd e Nfted hats go flying from our perpendleu-
tar hoir!
When into the mied bear's vitals—strangest af all
trange recliils
A the Deacon piangs
ing Woody sleove,
Andl trar the bLear's heart
tear a pleco of Shiveting
When the Dieaeon told this bear-yarn we would 1s-

hls right nrm with Its reek-

heating, as you'd

ot

toen atd bollvve,

Filercer, wilor grew the contest every tite we i
boholid i
flereer fimight

ruged the bear;
more terpithe every time the Deacon

Wilder the Deacon, flercer, wilider

1L Wik braowmidin 1,
tolid AL,

il at length there was no story with this besr-

= varn eould compare

thene and Degcon mixed and mangled, gore incrust-

eod, Biood=lesguat i,
irough pangulnary waltzes that the mind

Twince
cannol concelve:

Wit there s o deathloss bewuty to all truth, and “tis
our duty

Whent the Deacon tells his hear-yarn Just to listen
and boeleve,

THE BAD MAN AND THE PHRENOLOGIST,

The venerahlo phronolngist was puggled, He had
examitied the heads of three generations, and hail
never vot foumd @ man or woman without same re-

ME. GLADSTONE'S OUTING,

A CHARMING RETREANT IN PERTISHINE

white travelling In what lie ¥ fondiy
! oottt Mr, (Hadstone stopped
for . fos minutes an (nstgnifleant Hetle village
i Perthabire, called Kl kmichisl, aml gave o
short bt important specch, wiik h natonished some
wolitlelnts, 1o Ineldentally referred to the *‘besu-
wful country® through which he wis passing, and
from the faet that lust month, for hiz summer V-
atlom, he took up his resslonce with Mr. George
vrmitstend Wt Blackerslg Castle, within four milles
if the it would almost appear an I he
il meant morve than the usunl empty compliment,

il Near,
o “dear old

it

sittrie Pt

Hleckernlg Cuastle, which Mr. Armitstead has
tnken for the season—chiefly, It was wnilerstood
from the beginning, on Mr, ladstone’s account—

f, sivs The Padl Mall Guzette," amodern build-
It ip the obl casteltitod style, sltuntisd in =
st or o glen,. cilled Strathardie, Perthehire,
Jhatt twenty-nine miles from Perth and thirteen
Blalrgowrde, 1t buflt by the late Mr.
Pratrick Allin-Fraser, who was his own architect
axsiduons

Wi

ail master of works as well] ani =
his attentions while the work was golng

might truly be sabl that there was
in the whotle bullding he had not
to its ovn =peclal plece in

wax b in
o that |t
sen el ol stons
traced fromm the quarry
the strpcture, e Wik 4 man of a strons, urlginul
turn of mdnd, confldent in his own fdeas, and in-

sisting wherever he eoull upon thelr helng ear-
pled out, Sa partiealnr was he that many parts
of the bulldings were taken down and rebiullt be-
fore the workmen were allowed to have peace,
The dute of foundation Is 1848 one year after the
eitate woas acquired by purchase, but it looks
much oller. The reason s that when in process
of constructlon Mr. Allun-Fraser gave strict orders
to the workers to preserve as much as possible
all rough and weather-beaten surfaces, the more
lichen-coversd the better, and thess wers invari-
ably turned to the outside. Tt was a quaint Kdea,
and very well carried out, the result belng that,
with the ivy, which appears to have taken kindly
to the walls, one would think the castle doaved from
the middle of the eighteenth, not the nineteenth,
century. But such 18 the base, and a similar re-
mark applies to the wood about the place, which
{4 o luxuriant and sturdy. There was nothing
but mulr gorse and heather in 1847, every tree hoas
peen planted, and many hundreds more that neves
renched maturity, In 1885 several additions wera
made o the castle,

A curious adiunct to the place 1= the “Dridges
House,” as It 18 called. This consists of n luun:
slve granite bridge across the River Arlle: an
nrch, bigh enough o admit carluges, spans the
brldge trunsversely, and upon this s o eastellated
house, with & parnpet running along the outside

The whole has a very striking appearance, anid t.;
gaze fram one of the house windows down upon th

river beneath, which It overhangs flve or six fu.:
ghves one anyihing but o comfortable sensutlon,

Thiz structure wias begun in 1581 oand was rm‘ul-
yours hll!lilllll.'. with o strong stuff of masons
working constantly, Some of the stones employed
in the constructlon are us long ns twelve feet and

six fect whle. The granite I8 a particularl
¥ hard
kind, und ghere ade dvely traditions still us to the

deeming qualities of mind, He had always found
some good “bumps’ on every head.

Upon these good bumps {t was his habit to ame

plify, and his subjects usually left him feeling that
they were paragons of virtue and models of intels
ect.
; Fut now he had a subject before him whose cras
nlal development gave no indications of any kind
of virtue whatever, He felt that there was no limit
to the harm such & man might do. The phrenolo-
glst's own inerusted consclence wis touched. He
resolved that he would not feed this man on pleas-
ant fatteries, as he had all his previeus subjects,
He woull teil him the bald, disagrecable truth, let
the consequences be what they might,

wiip,” sald the phrenologlst, “In the first place
you are o very plain man.”

vywell, 1 had that impression,” answered the sube
Jeet, “myself. Dut 1 am glad to have this impres-
slon emphasized by such a gelentitle oplulon as your
I am a very plian and homely man, This is

Wi,
detightful, So was Bocrites. His Athenlan nelgh-
bors sald he looked like a satyr, which means that

e was n8 homely as @ goal, Ho was (“harles the
Fifth, That mouth of his, the Hneyclopaedia Dritan-
plen Intimates, was i perfect deformity. st Paul,
you know, suys his personal presence was mean,
and Abraham Lincoln was never mistaken for &
hewuty, George Ellot, you know, would never have
her pleture taken. 1 am #lad to know L am In such

good compuny. Go on!”
* eontinued the

“Your temper, [ am sorTy to gay.’

phrenologlst, *'ls a4 very tiery aml unmanngeable
one™

s3ood enough! good enough!” sald the subject, “T
thought so  mysell. but I am ghel to hear
you sey =0,  You remember  what  a  tems
per  old  Coriolanus had,  You remember how

James Parton gaid Androw Jack=on wis sometimes

like a caged tiger, You remember how Washing-

ton used to get mad, and how he swore at Trenton,
You remember how Thomas Carlyle used W osnarl
and tear, und how olil Samurl Juhnson used to get
red in the face and break the dighes, and bow
Martin Luther used to froth around. Oh, 1 am glad
vou tolid me this 1t ranks me at once with some
of the most (llustrions men of the world, Go on!
go on! let's hear some more.” )

“My friend, it pains me Inexpressibly 10 say
continued the phrenologist, “but you are & thief

“Ciomd! good! this s Getter than | expected, Why,
fust took at Lord Bacon, one of the sreatest men
the world ever produced, and just think of his cm-
begzlements, Then look at Shakespeare the very
greatest man the world ever knew. He stole deer,
I pever expected 1o be runked  with Bacon nn_d
Shukesponre. Professor, here |8 another dollar. ye
un!\uu-r . fulliiar?

SN @re an awfn n

"H'rrlrrnl'l' this Is tuening ont much hetter than 1
exnected. 80 was Napoleon Honuparte, 8o wis Fid=
gar A. Poe and Cardinal Jtichelicn and  Cardingd
Wolsey and Machluvelll and——"

Yo are apt to be glum,

migond! so was Grant, Hasthorne,
Sient. Dante and —" :
viln and coneelted””

maady and unsoclable.”
Willtam the

Yol - .
lorie glnrous! You remember Julius o arsAr
wiin 80 vain thut he ussd o W a wreath (o covep

jor the tireat wnd most of
the 1lomun emperors  were s o yesltedd that they
hid  themselves worshlpped as gods Why, John
Ailton hid as an exelted oplnkon of himaelf, almost,
s 1 hiave of mysell,”

st you are . - .

vty was Coloridee ond the poet T hompson.™

“You are troncherous,”

vy was Hannibnl.”

You are sellish'”

vl was Napoleon.™

“You drink."

2 did Byron,

“You are arme

iy was Mson and King Richard and Alexander
P nnd il :

“You are improvident,”

v was Danlnl Webster and
Shevidan am!

“You are vislonary,™
Ry was Columbins and Savonarota and—"

i

and Jonae

un hils baldness,  Alexdain

Burns, Alexander and—-"

Iilohurd Brinsley

» the Thivd

“Poally, i the ssgusted  phrenslogist,
“vaou have sins in the (T
. ehnl that 1 have met y =ube

K i
fec put on his hat
vourged e more th
purad me with Shai

. Aliltan, GNA=
Lincoln, Hawe
t men, anclent
ve discoversd
t tness. | have
Erealest pocts, the
tost statesmen and
. 1 huva
et jt encournges
it substantls
an yourself, I
all the
nuike th

the sreatest
long suspectisl ull this n
me  mol than [ expres
ated by =uch dn eminent
| shall now cndeaser to day
quiilitics which you sy | pos=ces, B
most of them, and whatever | may b ‘
wlwavs fesl thut | ows it ull very largely to yvou, '
The sublect then took his departure with a glad,
trlumphant ook upon his faee, and the phrenolos
sist sat down and thousht and  thought nnd
thought. SAM WALTER IFOSS.

leaders of men

destroyed in working the

number of “jumpers’
sL1one

Instde the building the rooms are, for the most
part, very snll, mueh of the space which might
otherwlie hiave been asablable for accommadation

of =ome sort belng taken up with the spltal stalre-

DLACK CRAIG BRIDGE,
cnses and lobbles which seem to monopelize toe

mucl,  The princlpal room in the building is the
driwing-room, which 1= both handsome and -
clous, high in the roof. and well lighted, "rlri:e

half-arches of pine, which support the roof, are an
clegant feature of the room. The dining-room I8
on the basement, and s lower in the roof, and
eonsequently somewhnt dingy. The late proprietor
seems o have had a taste for the antique all
through, for the furniture §s deciledly out of date,

&

and,

while strong  enough, d

(3] & » o d Don 3 ;

rrh::‘tla:]iln A Ihis applies more mrtlrlﬂ;:‘r’lf\r llt?“l'l‘w‘ll:;:

o "l'lril‘<h' slrulnlll-l-;u--kw[l chalrs in the dinings

o Phers are o number of old carved cabi n'

Tatie “Vidently of forelgn make, which di Pot

(! ‘h‘nu“:h!llwll and delight the G. O M i
Comaplen s somew olnting

IIH' iin_unmlng strun-;ur:‘. g:t; le"“-{ﬂ«mm‘a’ﬁ“ o B iy

I:" J:ll. \tm: pitlz-l;t.\‘ of  mighonette andp?hl:;m';
Lo A wundlsl on the luwn ix 4

;.ﬂ::; .m‘lj Indleates the slmuruu.mt';e?v{'e:nu:“-

i thl:-t tlnl:xuur:‘;!cl: ‘unnl Blackeralg. It was mﬁ:

20 * Mr. A, Brera, o

1l:\tll1'§ Is ulso a clock in‘ one I;I!.HR..waw.l;r'Mth.

e TS e AT (T R Bl

oid, Lk iite seclu

wilks about the ground add utrl)ﬂlt'he“nudm?aulﬁ:lmgz

the place There |

. L] O
tlulhiI Sport of 'various j:{ﬂ\?:h“": 1naiDs Avdle,
sehinil. - Altogether, the 2 Cralghdhu,

0 ! cholee
l'l..:ntilt :Imlly happy one for thLe oﬂg ozll.";:uegw"'”a:
o, 1rrre A a postoflice, with telegra l.bi;l.l:

* from the lodge gute, communicat n with lh=

ullermost ends -y
few mlnum,' of the carth was only & matler of g

A PERIPATETIC Wy pyor

" o, ety gt
0|

RL nl':!:u .;_mm buses are TIWE:;P ‘:ﬂhou "
o “ub;ml hv‘l;v 1% 4 man with fasclnatin -'t- i
[ aba ::_::_lu called the "pvrlpulelﬁ' g;‘nnﬁ:
s T ey ¥ womun who fulls o victim l:'! his
| it *a a8 unconsclous as any of Lh b=
o the m..ﬂnuﬂwm-‘n- Hospital. The lates Yied
oo B wrist, or hypnotizer, Is 3 Ao
Al a2 lr:]u was travelling on a 'bus rrﬁ""?ﬁadm
atopped at I!thl' Place Plgalle. When 'T‘.'Ill hicle
taobbe dr!w:'l ¢ last  mentloned pluce ever: m’hkh
:hl! t‘on-tuvu;r 1‘\"‘:’! dﬂ‘;:‘::l;‘!‘::;r N g g "0{ "l:g
byt but absolulely proae wgaina. his mors
abln gnd ﬂ‘m':fgmﬂlﬂ wa ke Ifer up,  After |n;u$::5
the conductor. oik pushes, shiukes and 'Inluch.

nolent Beamstross lﬂh-rl T;P‘:I:”:F:‘ f-"r"“d"%.:.”m“

Was recalled o "
nearly two hour '?on;;k:wm m:ler trance

YOUNK man who w she said that &
as had fixed i \% Bear her on the top of tha
aslecp almost wmwﬂh wnd she fel}

*




